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Eyes," because nothing could escape his sharp gaze. Stupid,
conceited and cruel, he was madly intoxicated with power
as well as alcohol. When he entered the prisoners' barracks
with blazing eyes and foaming mouth, even the most hard-
ened criminals were seized by panic as though they were
little boys. He did not mind getting up in the middle of the
night to inspect his lamentable cattle. Taking an unsteady
stance in the middle of the dormitory, this disheveled drunk-
ard would scold the convicts for their drunkenness. Dosto-
evsky wrote to his brother, "Sometimes he abused a convict
for not sleeping on his right side or for crying or raving
during his sleep." And the punishment was always lashes.
Kryvtsov studied and judged the prisoners' complaints,
and each month he wrote a report on the behavior of his
charges. This creature was empowered to lighten a prisoner's
lot or to kill him by obliging him to do work that was
beyond his strength. Once he had ordered one hundred
blows with a stick for a fifty-year-old Pole, a former uni-
versity professor, solely because this unfortunate had de-
clared upon his arrival, "We are not bandits, we are political
prisoners."
When Dostoevsky and Durov were introduced to Kryv-
tsov on the day of their arrival, they saw before them a
swollen fellow with bleary eyes, a mottled nose and heavy
purple cheeks.
"What is your name?"
"Durov.'3
"And yours?"
"Dostoevsky."
"Sergeant. . . . Take them to the prison at once and have
them shaved at the guardhouse, civilian style, that is to say,
half their heads. Their chains will be changed tomor-